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WHAT IS A BOY? 

Between the innocence of babyhood and the dignity of manhood we find a delightful 
creature called a boy. Boys come in assorted sizes, weights, and colors, but all boys have 
the same creed : To enjoy every second of every minute of every hour of every day and to 
protest with noise (their only weapon) when their last minute is finished and the adult 



bomb, the curiosity of a cat, the lungs of a 
dictator, the imagination of a Paul Bunyan, 
the shyness of a violet, the audacity of a 
steeltrap, the enthusiasm of a fire cracker, 
and when he makes something he has five 
thumbs on each hand. 

He likes ice cream, knives, saws, Christmas, 
comic books, the boy across the street, 
woods, water (in its natural habitat) , large 
animals, Dad, trains, Saturday mornings, 
and fire engines. He is not much for Sunday 
School, company, schools, books without 
pictures, music lessons, neckties, barbers, 
girls, overcoats, adults, or bedtime. 

Nobody else is so early to rise, or so late to 
supper. Nobody else gets so much fun out 
of trees, dogs, and breezes. Nobody else can 
cram into one pocket a rusty knife, a half- 
eaten apple, 3 feet of string, an empty Bull 
Durham sack, 2 gum drops, 6 cents, a sling 
shot, a chunk of unknown substance, and 
a genuine super-sonic code ring with a 
secret compartment. 

A boy is a magical creature— you can lock 
him out of your work shop, but you can't 
lock him out of your heart. You can get him 
out of your study, but you can't get him out 
of your mind. Might as well give up — he is 
your captor, your jailer, your boss, and 
your master— a freckled-face, pint-sized, 
cat-chasing, bundle of noise. But when you 
come home at night with only the shattered 
pieces of your hopes and dreams, he can 
mend them like new with the two magic 
words-"Hi Dad !" —By Alan Beck 
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males pack them off to bed at night. 

Boys are found everywhere— on top of, 
underneath, inside of, climbing on, swing- 
ing from, running around, or jumping to. 
Mothers love them, little girls hate them, 
older sisters and brothers tolerate them, 
adults ignore them, and Heaven protects 
them. A boy is Truth with dirt on its face, 
Beauty with a cut on its finger. Wisdom 
with bubble gum in its hair, and the Hope 
of the future with a frog in its pocket. 

When you are busy, a boy is an inconsider- 
ate, bothersome, intruding jangle of noise. 
When you want him to make a good im- 
pression, his brain turns to jelly or else he 
becomes a savage, sadistic, jungle creature 
bent on destroying the world and himself 
with it. 

A boy is a composite— he has the appetite 
of a horse, the digestion of a sword swal- 
lower, the energy of a pocket-size atomic 




ll&lfPyoti', 



A 

Q.P&'SROOfA ! ) ovrn. little 




ones 




Pxst find, some- •'•S 
ting that wnzssTs 
otL"-- besides 
television. 





~Yoit Gee. . . you. PBSl. the 



.. . ,au-<3- tlta-tr iielpe. y&u- 
retnember ttie SHAPE <£ the 
number when, yvm WRlTB ih. 




Xiiee& ^ Tlieyre h^lymA 
<gandpapex> \ you. -to W/illTB * 
■numbers \ 




■^ah.... an' 
9HOBS 

"to© . - 




PALINDROMES • What in the world is a "palindrome?" Something like the Houston 
AstrodomeJ No — it's just a word, or a group of words L that reads the 
same backward* or jorwards. 
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They spell the same backwards and 
forwards, get it? 



There are some interesting stories about 
palindromes. One concerns Napoleon. 

As you know, he conquered moat of 
Kurope until he was defeated and 
shipped off to prison on the island 
of Elba. 

As he thought of his great fall, from 
conquerer of Europe to living on the 
little island of Elba, he is reported to 
have formed this famous palindrome: 
"ABLE WAS I ERE I SAW ELBA." 

Spell it backwards, and it says the 
game thing. ("Ere" was a poetical way 
of saying 'Before.") 



Is this word i 
MOTHER? 



palind rome: 



Spell It backwards, and you get 
REHTOM, so it's not a palindrome. 



But this one is: 
MADAM 



Funny thing: 
EVE was one, 
but ADAM wasn't! 





Another palindrome was made up about our 
Panama Canal. 

A French firm had tried to dig this canal, 
and failed. Then the United States took over 
and our Army Engineers, under General 
George W. Goethals, figured out how to do it. 

This gave rise to a popular palindrome 
about General Goethals and the Canal: 
"A MAN, A PLAN, A CANAL- PANAMA!" 
(You have to break up the words in spell- 
ing this one backwards.) 



Where in the world did our words come from anyway? Some ol them are thousands ol 
years old, and gome started in ways that may surprise vou! Here are just a few;— 




CANDIDATE 

In ancient Rome, politicians wore a white 
robe to show that they were running for 
some public office, Perhaps the white stood 
out better in a crowd. Anyway, the Latin 
name for ^ivhite" is "candidus," and from 
this we got our word "candidate." Our 
candidates for public office don't neces- 
sarily wear white any more — but maybe 
that's why the "good guys" on TV wear 
white hats and ride white horse*!* 




SLOGAN 

In our political campaigns, and in adver- 
tising, we often find "slogans"- phrases 
that stick in our minds. But a "slogan" 
once meant fighting words; actually, "A 
War Cry of the Clan." In Scotland, the 
word "slaush" meant "army"; and the 
word "gairm" meant a "call." So ait 
"army-call" was a "slaugh-gairm," which 
we have macla into "slogan." 



ASSASSIN 

We all know that "assassin'* means a 
hired killer. But how did we get such 
a strange word? Centuries ago, in 
Persia, a secret group was formed to 
kill Christians and other enemies. To 
get up nerve for these killings, the 
members of this group took a drug 
called "hashish" and so they wera 
known, in Arabic, as "hashshashin"— 
pretty close to our English word today. 




NEIGHBOR 

Are your next-door neighbors farmers? 
In Old England, almost everybody was 
a farmer. In Anglo-Saxon, the word for 
"near" was "neah," and the word for 
"farmer" was "gebur." So a nearby 
farmer was a "neah-gebur," which we 
have turned into "neighbor." 
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WHAT IS A GIRL? 

Little girls are the nicest things that happen to people. They are born with a little bit of 
angel-shine about them and though it wears thin sometimes, there is always enough left 
to lasso your heart— even when they are sitting in the mud, or crying temperamental 
tears, or parading up the street in mother's best clothes. 

A little girl can be sweeter (and badder) 
oftener than anyone else in the world. She 
can jitter around, and stomp, and make 
funny noises that frazzle your nerves, yet 
just when you open your mouth, she stands 
there demure with that special look in her 
eyes. A girl is Innocence playing in the mud, 
Beauty standing on its head, and Mother- 
hood dragging a doll by the foot. 

Girls are available in five colors — black, 
white, red, yellow, or brown, yet Mother 
Nature always manages to select your 
favorite color when you place your order. 
They disprove the law of supply and de- 
mand—there are millions of little girls, but 
each is as precious as rubies. 

God borrows from many creatures to make 
a little girl. He uses the song of a bird, the 
squeal of a pig, the stubbornness of a mule, 
the antics of a monkey, the spryness of a 
grasshopper, the curiosity of a cat, the 
speed of a gazelle, the slyness of a fox, the 
softness of a kitten, and to top it all off He 
adds the mysterious mind of a woman. 

A little girl likes new shoes, party dresses, 
small animals, first grade, noise makers, the 
girl next door, dolls, make-believe, dancing 
lessons, ice cream, kitchens, coloring books, 
make-up, cans of water, going visiting, tea 
parties, and one boy. She doesn't care so 
much for visitors, boys in general, large 
dogs, hand-me-downs, straight chairs, 
vegetables, snow suits, or staying in the 
front yard. She is loudest when you are 
thinking, the prettiest when she has pro- 
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voked you, the busiest at bedtime, the 
quietest when you want to show her off, and 
the most flirtatious when she absolutely 
must not get the best of you again. 

Who else can cause you more grief, joy, 
irritation, satisfaction, embarrassment, 
and genuine delight than this combination 
of Eve, Salome, and Florence Nightingale ? 
She can muss up your home, your hair, and 
your dignity— spend your money, your time, 
and your temper — then just when your 
patience is ready to crack, her sunshine 
peeks through and you've lost again. 

Yes, she is a nerve-racking nuisance, just 
a noisy bundle of mischief. But when your 
dreams tumble down and the world is a 
mess— when it seems you are pretty much 
of a fool after all— she can make you a king 
when she climbs on your knee and whispers, 
"I love you best of all!" 

- By Alan Beck 
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